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She Put What in Her What? 


or those of you who 

couldn’t spend the 
fifty bucks to look at 
Madonna’s garbonzas this 
Christmas, I offer the 
pocket-size Joe Bob Briggs 
synopsis of Madonna’s Sex 
book: 

First feel the cold 
metal steel of the cover 
against your trembling fin- 
gertips. Aroused yet? Re- 
member, this is as thrill- 
ing as it’s gonna get. 

Open to page one, 
where a Nekkid Madonna 
Ghost is playing a brass 
bed like a piano: “This book 
is about sex. Sex is not 
love. Love is not sex. But 
the best of both worlds is 
created when they come to- 
gether.” 

So much for the phi- 
losophy part. A hunnerd 
pages later, you'll be ask- 
ing yourself, “If the gol- 
dang book is about sex, 
how come she uses the 
word ‘love’ 947 times and 
‘sex’ about three?” 

Turn on over to the 
page that looks like a col- 
lage Madonna did for her 
grandma in second grade. 
Read the poem “My Name 
Is Dita,” which is all about 
how she'll be your mistress, 
sorceress, magician, “love 
technician” and “poison 





Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 








Enquiring Minds: Rocco and Foster corrmonr 1991 
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Get her book, See 
just dont PISS HER OFF! 


flower.” 

Turn the page again, the one called “I'll teach you 
how to aardvark.” The one where she’s wearing this 
black leather peekaboo metal-studded police officer’s 
bikini and jock strap with a whole lot of thingys for 
her keys and a Lone Ranger mask, and she’s using 
her fingers to... 

Here, I'll wait while you throw up. 

Okay. Whew! Got through that one. Now we get 
to my favorite part—the tattooed bald-headed Hairy 
Krishna lesbo lip-lock body-piercing Woolly Sisters, 
who hang all over Madonna like lint on a cheap suit. 
Then they threaten her with a knife, tie her up, and 
put their mouths on one another’s... 

Sorry. 

Next comes Madonna’s impassioned defense of 
Playboy magazine, the pictures where she whips a 
fat girl and gets tied up by a biker and writes some 
really cool stuff about the five-minute conversation 
she had with a dominatrix one time, and then she 
makes a big ole ugly skinhead in a dog collar lick her 
fishnet stocking. 

Getting into the Christmas spirit yet? You might 
wanna order three, four of these for grandma. 

Then we get all those long letters to “Johnny,” 
her boyfriend who’s never home, where she tells him 
about her affair with Ingrid, and then she eats some 
panties, and then she has sex on the dining table 
with a long-haired guy, and then she writes about 
when she did it with a Puerto Rican teenager. (I 


her video, buy = new CD... 


especially liked the sentence “It was excellent.”) And 
then she sticks her face right up a guy’... 

I’m trying. I really am. 

She gives us her tips on seduction: “Sucking on 
your finger every once in a while doesn’t hurt, like in 
the middle of dinner.” 

Of course, in Madonna’s case, you wanna say, 
“Don’t put that in your mouth. You don’t know where 
it’s been!” 

She comes out as an advocate of phone sex. 

She gets out a straight razor and goes toa men’s 
room full of skinheads and—well, anyway, later she 
has acigarette and sucks somebody’s toe. It might be 
her own toe. It’s hard to tell. Let’s not dwell on it. 

She tells us what she did on the toilet when she 
was 14 years old, a beautiful lyric passage ending 
with the words “and I wept.” 

She has a guy put baby powder on her rear end, 
tells us a dream she had about her maid, goes out in 
the yard with her dog and plays “roll over” with him. 

She hangs out at a gay stripper bar where about 
eight nekkid guys made a Madonna sandwich. You 
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can’t really tell much about it, 
but it appears to be a corned- 
beef-and-Swiss triple decker. 

She frolics on the beach. 

Then, in the crucial turning 
point of the book, she decides 
none of these sexual experiences 
are really enough. What she 
really needs is somebody she 
can share the height of passion 
with, the ultimate in pleasure. 
What she needs is herself. 

We get a whole bunch of 
Madonna making love to her- 
self, except for the page where 
she interrupts to tell us why it 
grosses her out to aardvark with 
fat people. 

Next—we're almost finished 
now—she slinks around Miami 
in the buff, wearing nothing but 
silver Spandex hot pants and 
heels, occasionally stopping to 
let an Eyetalian guy grab her 
from behind. And then she has 
sex with a charming black 
couple. And then she tells us 
about the time she did it nine 
ways from Sunday in the 
Chelsea Hotel with some street 
trash. 

A typical day in the life of Madonna. Artist. 
Dancer. Singer. Sex psychologist. Dominatrix. Lover 
of skinheads. She is woman, hear her roar. 

But the best part is yet to come. When you try to 
close the last page, the back cover pops off and the 
endpaper rips. Then you can’t get the book closed. It 
lies open on your coffee table for the rest of your life. 
The perfect symbol of Madonna herself, who refuses 
to go away. 

Amazing. I hope the Putlitzer committee and the 
National Book Award people are paying attention, 
because we have: 

Three hundred sixty-eight breasts. Seventy-four 
sexual zombies. Aardvarking. Madonna Fu. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob aays = it out. 
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Love those shy girls. 


177 Free Junk 7 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

Out on a Limb with Matthew Broderick (2); Housesitter 
starring Steve Martin and Goldie Hawn (3); Far and Away, star- 
ring Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman; American Me starring Ed- 
ward James Olmos (2); Leaving Normal with Meg Tilly and Chris- 
tine Lahti; Sorority House Massacre 2: Nighty Nightmare with 
Robyn Harris and Melissa Moore; Fried Green Tomatoes with 
Jessica Tandy, Kathy Bates, Mary Stuart Masterson and Mary- 
Louise Parker (2); Martial Law 2: Undercover starring Jeff Wincott 
and Cynthia Rothrock; Roger Corman’s Crisis in the Kremlin; 
Tiger Claws starring Cynthia Rothrock; Stop! Or My Mom Will 
Shoot starring Sylvester Stallone (2); Twin Sisters starring Ste- 
fanie Kramer (2); I Was a Teenage Mummy starring Chris Tsakis; 
The Orbitrons a Ghost Limb Film; Kuffs starring Christian Slater 
(3); Cape Fear starring Robert DeNiro (3); McBain starring Chris- 
topher Walken; Wes Craven’s The People Under the Stairs (2); 
Basket Case 3 written and directed by Frank Henenlotter; Into the 
Sun starring Anthony Michael Hall; Black Robe directed by Bruce 
Beresford (2); Target: Favorite Son starring Harry Hamlin (2); At 
Play in the Fields of the Lords with Darryl Hannah, Tom Berenger, 
and Aidan Quinn (3); Hotel Colonial with Rachel Ward, John 
Savage and Robert Duvall; Unsettled Land starring Kelly McGillis; 
Wizard Video promotional poster; Shaka Zulu with Christopher 
Lee and Robert Powell; Playing Away starring Norman Beaton. 


It took a Berkeley professor to prove it, but the truth is... 


Leatherface Is a Transvestite 


or about ten years now, I’ve been getting flack 

from various organizations of feminists, funda- 
mentalists, mad mamas and psycho college profes- 
sors, claiming that the movies I write about—thatis, 
the three B’s, Blood, Breasts and Beasts—are sick 
and demeaning and twisted 
and perverted. 

Of course they are. 
Why do you think I watch 
em? 

But there’s other stuff 
they say that is not true. 
For example: 

1. Slasher movies are 
demeaning because they 
celebrate violence against 
women. 

I never understood this 
one, because I never no- 
ticed a single movie in 
which more women were 
killed than men, and in 99 
per cent of them, the only 
person who survives is a 
woman. 

2. Hard-core horror 
flicks cause crime. a 

If this is true, the 
Tarrant County Sheriffs 
Department should havea 
posse stationed outside my 
trailer house twenty-four 
hours a day, because no- 
body has watched more 
hard-core horror flicks than 
Ihave. Any day now I could 
go off the deep end and 
start flinging hatchets at 
old ladies. 

3. Horror flicks are a 
way for rednecks (like me) to act out weird violent 
fantasies. 

In other words, all of us out here in the boonies 
are like the cannibal family in The Texas Chain Saw 
Massacre. We really would like to be munching on 
tourists. Otherwise, why would we laugh and hoot at 
the screen when Leatherface’s family does it? 

Anyhoo, I’ve talked till I’m blue in the face about 
this stuff. I’ve gone to seminars, challenged the 
president of the National Organization of Women to 
a nude mud-wrestling match, faced off against that 
shrewd fundamentalist, Dr. Thomas Radecki, head 
of the National Coalition Against TV Violence. But 
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JERRY GROSS prem “} SPIT ON YOUR GRAVE" 
= CINEMAGIC PICTURES PRODUCTION A MEIR ZARCHI FILM 
CAMILLE KEATON - ERON TABOR- RICHARD PACE- ANTHONY NICHOLS 
produces by JOSEPH ZBEDA + written & cirected by MEIA ZARCHI 
DISTRIBUTED BY THE JERRY GROSS ORGANIZATION coo wy METROCOLOR * [R] > 








nobody ever listens, because it’s “just Joe Bob.” 

In other words, I’m too pitiful. 

So I wanna say something here, and I want you 
to listen real carefully. ’'m about to tell you about a 
book written by a Berkeley professor. This is hard for 
me. Large parts of my iden- 
tity depend on hating ev- 
erything that comes out of 
Berkeley. But I like this 
book so much that I almost 
‘ don’t even wanna review 
: Na it, because what if every- 
a, body says “Oh, don’t read 
that. Joe Bob likes it!” 

But it gets lonely out 
here. So here goes. 

Men, Women and 
Chain Saws: Gender in the 
Modern Horror Film is 
written by Carol J. Clover, 
Professor of Scandinavian 
and Comparative Litera- 
ture at the University of 
California at Berkeley. 

Whew! I’m already ex- 
hausted. Carol, next time, 
when you write a book, 
study titles like Jaws and 
It. It’s easier on all of us. 

Anyhow, I’m not gonna 
try to analyze this whole 
book, because a lot of it, 
frankly, is over my head. 
(You scoff?) But it’s basi- 
cally about three kinds of 
flicks—slasher movies, pos- 
session films like The Ex- 
orcist, and rape-revenge 
films like J Spit On Your 
Grave. In fact, ’m pretty 
sure this is the first serious book in the history of the 
world to do acomplete analysis of the plot of I Spit On 
Your Grave. 

But, from my selfish point of view, I want you to 
know a few things Professor Carol decided after 
watching about 200 of these movies: 

1. Slasher movies are told from the point of view 
of the woman! In fact, the “Final Girl”—or, as I call 
her, the Jamie Lee Curtis Girl—is so much a part of 
the slasher film that the writer doesn’t have any 
choice. You’ve got to have a Final Girl, and the Final 
Girl has to be a girl. 

2. Since 99 per cent of the audience at slasher 
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movies is male, this means that all those men are 
identifying with the experience of the woman! They’re 
experiencing the movie through a woman’s body! . .. 
In other words, the opposite of what the feminist 
censors have been saying for umpteen jillion years 
now. 

3. Jason and Leatherface are actually females 
disguised as males. Kind of a transvestite deal. 
Think about it. Aren’t these guys always real screwed 
up sexually? Don’t they always have trouble decid- 
ing what they are? It’s a tradition that continues 
right up through Jame Gumb, the psycho killer in 
Silence of the Lambs. So the original criticism of 
these movies—that the killers are always male, and 
the principal victims always female—is turned up- 
side down. 

3. The real villains in horror movies are male 
rednecks. “The rednecks have replaced the redskins,” 
she says. In the old westerns, any Indian who came 
on screen was assumed to be violent and hateful and 
savage. Today, any redneck who comes on the screen 
is assumed to be violent and hateful and savage. 

4. I Spit On Your Grave, which has been called 
the most disgusting film ever made (by Eggbert and 
Siskel), and which has been banned from cable TV 
for fifteen years, is actually told from a female point 
of view, so that the audience identifies with the 
ultimate triumph of the woman over the leering 
rapists. (As [ve always said, what male could ever 
watch the bathtub scene and think the movie is in 
favor of violence against women? When I see that 
scene, I can’t walk straight for a week.) 

5. The Accused and Thelma & Louise are both 
watered-down versions of I Spit On Your Grave. And 
Silence of the Lambs is just another version of The 
Texas Chain Saw Massacre. 

You think I’m oversimplifying this deal? 
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Read About Joe Bob’s Spear 


Joe Bob Briggs, the real founder of the Men’s Movement, now publishes his 
long-awaited volume on relationships among the “assorted sexes,” Iron Joe Bob. 
He goes through all the five phases of the path to manhood: Sweating, Yelling, 
Crying, Drum-Beating, and Ripping Your Shirt Off Even If It’s Expensive. 


For a measly $19, you can order your very own autographed copy of Iron Joe 
Bob. Just fill out the order form below and send check, MO or Visa/MC to P.O. 


Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Please add $2 shipping and handling. TX residents J) 
add $1.57 sales tax. 5) 
+. 


“Bobby ‘Tom-Tom’ Bly says you need to go out into the woods for three days to find 
your wild man.’ In Texas we get the same result in three hours. It’s called ‘beer.”” 
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Yeah, okay, sure. Probly. I’m probly gonna get a 
letter from the whole goldang Berkeley faculty, 
saying “Youignorant yahoo, that’s not what it means.” 

But right now, today, after reading this book, I 
feel pretty good about it. Makes me think there’s 
some hope. Makes me think some smart people will 
get their hands on it and become dumb like me. 

Hundreds of dead bodies. No breasts. Academic 
Fu. Men, Women and Chain Saws, published by—oh 
my God!—Princeton University Press. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Berkeley professor Carol Clover, author of 
Men, Women and Chain Saws, may be the first 
person with a Ph.D. ever to watch 200 slasher 
flicks by choice. 


Dafoe, Joe Mantegna, Anne Archer. Directed by Uli 
Edel. MGM. Theatrical. Jan. 15. 

Friends: First video release of a 1971 dramatic love story about 
a 15-year-old neglected English boy left to roam the streets of Paris, 
where he meets an orphaned French girl and starts to leave his life 
of misery behind when they take over a remote cottage. Produced 
and directed by Lewis Gilbert, with music by Elton John and 
Bernie Taupin. Paramount. $14.95. Jan. 27. 

The Making of ‘Little Nemo: Adventures in Slumberland’: 
Documentary about the movie based on the Winsor McCay comic 
strip created in 1905, featuring interviews with voice talent Mickey 
Rooney and Rene Auberjonois, director William Hurtz, and 
vocalist Melissa Manchester. Hemdale. $9.95. Jan. 27. 

Paul and Michelle: First video release of a 1974 dramatic love 
story, the sequel to Friends, about an English boy and a French 
orphan girl who find love. Also starring Keir Dullea. Paramount. 
$14.95. Jan. 27. 

The Silencer: Academy. Jan. 27. 

A Sunday in the Country: First video release of the French 
drama starring Louis Ducrex as an aging impressionist painter in 
the pre-World War I countryside, visited one Sunday afternoon by 
his beautiful and spirited daughter. Directed by Bernard Taver- 
nier. MGM/UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. 

The Tender Trap: First video release of the romantic comedy 
starring Frank Sinatra as a New York theatrical agent and 
carefree bachelor who falls hard for Debbie Reynolds and has his 
freedom threatened. Also starring Celeste Holm, David Wayne. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. 

This Could Be the Night: First video release of the romantic 
comedy starring Jean Simmons as a school teacher who takes a 
part-time job at a night club and gets involved in a love triangle with 
the two owners, nice guy Paul Douglas and swinger Anthony 
Franciosa. MGM/UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. 

The Tunnel of Love: First video release of the Gene Kelly- 
directed comedy starring Doris Day and Richard Widmark asa 
married couple who will do anything to have a baby together. MGM/ 
UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. | 

Where the Boys Are: First video release of the classic comedy 
about spring break in Fort Lauderdale, starring Paula Prentiss, 
George Hamilton, Jim Hutton, Yvette Mimieux and Connie 
Francis, who also sings the title song. MGM/UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. 

Where Were You When the Lights Went Out?: First video 
release of the comedy about the infamous New York City blackout, 
starring Doris Day as a film star who has spent her career playing 
virgins. MGM/UA. $19.98. Jan. 27. 

Terror in Paradise: The vacation of Joanna Pettet and Gary 
Lockwood turns nasty when they find out their romantic tropical 
island is the headquarters of an international terrorist group. Also 
starring Leslie Ryan. Concorde/New Horizons. $89.98. Jan. 28. 

To Sleep With a Vampire: Topless-bar vampire flick starring 
Scott Valentine as a bloodsucking night-stalker who shares his 
secret with a stripper, Charlie Spradling. Concorde/New Hori- 
zons. $89.98. Jan. 28. 

American Shaolin: King of the Kickboxers I: Martial-arts 
revenge story starring Reese Madigan as a karate fighter who 
travels to China to learn the ancient fighting secrets of the Shaolin 
monks so that he can return to America and defeat the unscrupu- 
lous Trent Bushy. Also starring Daniel Daye Kim, Billy Chang. 
Academy. $89.95. Feb. 10. _ 

Death Becomes Her: Video release of the comic fantasy star- 
ring Isabella Rossellini as an enchantress who changes the lives 
of three miserable people—aging actress Meryl Streep, a de- 
pressed overweight Goldie Hawn, and drunken plastic surgeon 
Bruce Willis. Directed by Robert Zemeckis. It grossed $60 
million at the box office. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $34.98 
(laserdisc). Feb. 10. | 

Death Magic: Fantasy suspense thriller about ceremonial 
magicians who gather at an abandoned Arizona fort seeking to 
evoke the ghost of a major hanged for many murders in 1875—but 


Se ody of Evidence: Erotic thriller starring Madonna, Willem 


ultimately the dead major can’t be controlled. Starring Jack 
Dunlap, Norman Stone. Produced, written and directed by Paul 
E. Clinco, a medieval-games enthusiast who writes science fiction 
and fantasy under the name “Paul Edwards.” The Domino Theatre, 
Inc. Theatrical. 

Invasion of Privacy: Erotic thriller starring Robby Benson 
as a disturbed ex-con who is rejected by gorgeous journalist 
Jennifer O’Neill and decides to settle for the next best thing—her 
naive daughter, Lydie Denier, who tries to satisfy his fantasies 
before she realizes how deep the water is. Prism. $89.95. Feb. 10. 

It: Video release of the Stephen King mini-series aired in 
1990, about a group of small-town kids terrorized by a malignant 
force, causing them to share a terrible secret, then being trauma- 
tized anew 30 years later. Starring Tim Reid, Richard Thomas, 
John Ritter, Annette O’Toole, Richard Masur, Dennis Chris- 
topher, Harry Anderson and Tim Curry. The video version 
runs 193 minutes. (Be sure to get the “SP” double cassette, not the 
“KP” single cassette. For some reason they sell for the same price.) 
Warner. $79.99 (video). $39.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 10. 

Ladykillers: Thriller about a topless-bar murder starring 
Marilu Henner, Susan Blakely and Lesley-Anne Down. Copy- 
right 1988. Prism. $79.95. Feb. 10. 

My Mother’s Secret Life: Erotic 1984 drama starring Loni 
Anderson as a high-priced San Francisco call girl forced to face 
reality when her 16-year-old daughter reappears in her life. Also 
starring Paul Sorvino. Prism. $79.95. Feb. 10. 

Shelley Duvall’s Bedtime Stories, Volume 4: Video release of 


the award-winning Showtime series, featuring animated versions 


of three children’s books by Mercer Mayer—There’s a Nightmare 
in My Closet, narrated by Michael J. Fox; There’s an Alligator 
Under My Bed, narrated by Christian Slater; and There’s Some- 
thing in My Attic, narrated by Sissy Spacek. MCA/Universal. 
$12.98. Feb. 10. 

Shelley Duvall’s Bedtime Stories, Volume 5: Video release of 
the award-winning Showtime series, featuring animated versions 
of two stories by Carol Carrick—Patrick’s Dinosaurs and What 
Happened to Patrick’s Dinosaurs—both narrated by Martin Short. 
MCA/Universal. $12.98. Feb. 10. 

Shelley Duvall’s Bedtime Stories, Volume 6: Video release of 
the award-winning Showtime series, featuring animated versions 
of two stories—Jean Davies Okimoto’s Blumpoe the Grumpoe 
Meets Arnold the Cat (narrated by John Candy), and Wanday 
Ga’g’s Millions of Cats (narrated by James Earl Jones). MCA/ 
Universal. $12.98. Feb. 10. 

Wishful Thinking: Fantasy sex comedy starring Michelle 
Johnson as a fantasy-come-to-life when a lonely screenwriter 
rescues a peculiar gnome-like man from a would-be assailant and 
receives a mysterious writing pad that makes everything he writes 
come true. Also starring Murray Langston, Billy Barty, Ruth 
Buzzi, Vic Dunlop, Ray “Boom Boom” Mancini. Hemdale. 
$89.95. Feb. 10. 

Coquette: Video release of Mary Pickford’s first sound film, 
a hit 1929 drama about a flirtatious socialite who defies her father 
by falling in love with a poor ne’er-do-well, Johnny Mack Brown, 
who has no chance of ever rising to the social level of her family. 
Pickford won the Best Actress Oscar for the role. MGM/UA. $19.98. 
Feb. 17. 

Disraeli: Video release of the 1929 historical drama starring 
George Arliss, who won the Best Actor Oscar for his portrayal of 
the famed Jewish prime minister of England. MGM/UA. $19.98. 
Feb, 17. 

Lonely in America: Romantic comedy starring Ranjit 
Chowdhry as a young Indian, newly arrived in New York, who 
finds the girl of his dreams in the city of 8 million people. Also 
starring Adelaide Miller, Robert Kessler, Melissa Christo- 
pher, David Toney, Trilok Malik. Academy. $89.95. Feb. 17. 

South Central: Inner-city drama about a ghetto youth changed 
by the idealism of a Muslim he meets in prison. Starring Glenn 
Plummer, Byron Keith Minns. Written and directed by Steve 
Anderson. Warner. $92.99 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 17. 


CAN'T WAIT FOR ... 


When an entire nation develops an eating disorder. . . 


If It Tastes Good, It Sucks 


he marketing geniuses at the big food compa- 
nies decided last year that it’s now okay if food 
tastes good. 

I’m not kidding. This was a controversial issue 
within the halls of Kraft, General Foods, Sara Lee, 
Wonder Bread, Coke, Pepsi and Mountain Dew. 
They actually had meetings where they sat around 





and said, “Well, what do you think the consumer 
wants in the nineties? Here’s an idea. Call me crazy, 
but maybe the stuff should taste good to him.” 

And there were people who said “Naaaaah. Give 
it up.” 

And it turns out that, for the last ten years, a lot 
of companies have been purposely making food that 
doesn't taste quite so good, just so people will think 
it’s good for them. You get the idea here? If you put 
out a Diet Coke that tastes exactly like Classic Coke, 
then whoever’s drinking it starts to feel guilty. But 
make it taste just a little bitter, and—voila!—the 
person feels great! They’ve stayed on their diet, and 
they've suffered. They’ve refused that Classic Coke 
taste. They’re good people. 

The same goes for the packaging of foods. Back in 
the fifties, there was only one kind of message you 
put on a food package: “Delicious!” Every word on the 
package was some form of “Delicious!” Every food 
was scrumptious, tasty, yuam-yum or heavenly. 

But all that changed in the eighties. The mes- 
sage became “No Fat,” “Low Fat,” “Eighty Per Cent 


Less Cholesterol.” (Those were always funny to me, 
because I'd think, “Eighty per cent less than what? 
Eighty per cent less than a tub of lard?”) Even 
companies like Sara Lee—which, let’s face it, are 
basically in the “stuff your face” business—started 
advertising “low sugar,” “less cholesterol.” But one 
thing the marketing guys never, ever put on their 
labels was 
“tastes great” 
—unless, of 
course, they 
added “less fill- 
ing.” 

A hundred 
years from 
now, somebody 
will write a 
book about A- 
merica’s eating 
habits in the 
20th century, 
and it will say, 
“In the 1980's, 


food fads 
reached their 
apex when 


people started 
drinking diet 
beer.” 

If there’s 
anything that 
oughta be bought on the basis of taste alone, it’s a 
goldurn beer. 

So anyhow, what these guys are saying is that a 
lot of people developed this brain disease where they 
said to themselves, “Tastes bad? Must be good for 
me. Tastes good? Must be awful for my health.” And 
so anything that was just a big ole lump of syrupy 
sugar cake in a box, that looks like it would taste 
great, became about as welcome in a grocery store as 
a chain-smoking gang of orange-haired shoplifters 
in motorcycle jackets. 

But this year, you know what people are eating? 

According to The New York Times, Haagen-Dazs 
has increased its market share from 5.9 per cent to 
7.6 per cent. And there are all these complicated 
explanations about why people feel it’s okay to pig 
out on high-fat ice cream. 

I’ve got another explanation: 

It’s only food. It’s something you can put in your 
body like gas in a car. And then you can forget it. 
Wouldn’t this be a lot simpler for everybody in- 
volved? 


eath Wish V, be- 
lieve it or not, has 
been completed. Who 
could manage the re- 
turn of Charles Bron- 
son, who was report- 
edly bored with the se- 
ries after the death of 
his wife Jill Ireland 
and his agent Pancho 
Kohner? None other 
than our old friend 
Menahem Golan, the 
Israeli producer who 
crashed in the late 
eighties but is fighting his way back with his 21st 
Century Film Corp. Other Menahem Golan pictures 
we'll be seeing this year include Hit the Dutchman, 
a Mafia film starring Sally Kirkland and Bruce 
Nozick, which Golan also directed; Mad Dog Coll, 
an action adventure starring Christopher Brad- 
ley and Rachel York; Crazy Joe, also starring 
Rachel York; and /nvaders, starring Allison Sheehy 
and Hans Bachman. 
e 
Joseph O’Dell is a convicted killer on Death 
Row in Virginia who, like many inmates, writes 
poetry—mostly tributes to various guys he knew 
who have died in the chair. It’s sort of a Spoon River 
Anthology of the condemned, and it’s the latest 
project of Sondra London, the Atlanta small-press 
publisher best known for representing G.J. 
Schaefer, the “Sex Beast” convicted serial killer 
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Bronson is back, Golan is back, and these “ruthless gangsters” have jobs in Hit the Dutchman. 
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serving a life term in 
Florida, whose stories 
and novels are so real- 
istic they almost read 
like a “how-to” of mur- 
der. (Sondra recently 
had a falling out with 
Schaefer, after she co- 
operated with A Cur- 
rent Affair on a report 
that called Schaefer a 
convicted serial killer. 
So Sondra issued a 
public apology “for any 
statements that create 
the impression that he is a serial killer, that his 
stories are anything but fiction, or that he actually 
committed the murders for which he was convicted.” 
The police beg to differ, crediting Schaefer with 
twenty-eight dead young women.) Sondra still pub- 
lishes Schaefer’s fiction, however, and is selling 
three new stories by him, all episodes in the “Killer 
Serial” called Rogue Cop, describing the life of Miami 
vice cop Dirty Dan Kelly, who terrorizes, tortures 
and murders prostitutes and loose women for fun. 
She also represents Schaefer’s original book, Killer 
Fiction, which was so graphic it was actually used as 
evidence against him at his trial. Another of her 
“killer” projects is a movie: she’s written a screenplay 
called Redbone, the true story of Robert Fieldmore 
“Bobby” Lewis, who escaped from Florida’s Death 
Row in 1978, hid out in the South Carolina swamps, 


misfits Owell. 


white), attracting the ire of rednecks in the area. He 
tells the story in a chapbook, Escape from Death 
Row, which is published by Sondra’s Media Queen 
company. (Actually, it’s everything that happened 
after his escape, including his fantastic plan to land 
a helicopter at the Florida State Prison and break out 
four more Death Row inmates. All it resulted in was 
a conspiracy indictment.) After Lewis was recap- 
tured, he was placed in a solitary cell next to Ted 
Bundy, and the two of them spent a lot of time 
together. Lewis recently wrote a pam- 
phlet about that relationship, Alone on 
Death Row with Ted Bundy, that por- 
trays Bundy asa little childish, prone to 
arguments with guards (not a good idea), 
and so naive he was constantly getting 
bilked out of his possessions and money 
by other convicts. The little booklet 
seems to be fairly straight, even though 
Lewis is prone to bragging, exaggerat- 
ing the importance of everything he’s 
ever done. His pamphlet about his own 
life, the modestly-titled Life & Crimes of 
Beautiful Bobby, seems to be full of 
omissions. Lewis, like many of these 
guys on Death Row, has delusions of 
grandeur. (His life as a pimp and drug 
dealer still makes for pretty good read- 
ing, even though he now claims “I want 
to have a normal life, and start to pay 
back some of what I have taken.”) As if 
all this weren’t enough, Sondra also 
recently wrapped up the rights to the 
life story of the Gainesville Slayer, and 
plans to release a music video based on 
one of his songs. Sondra, by the way, is 
currently “in hiding, due to the big story 
I am on,” but to get an order form for O’Dell’s, 
Schaefer’s, and Lewis’ work, write: Media Queen, 
8825 Roswell Rd., Suite 474, Atlanta, GA 30350. 
€ 

Dave Friedman, the exploitation film pioneer 
who made a big splash last year with his memoirs A 
Youth in Babylon: Confessions of a Trash Film King, 
hasn’t finished the story yet. That book only covers 
the years through 1964, when he and Herschell 
Gordon Lewis went their separate ways after the 
phenomenal success of Blood Feast. And now, from 
his hometown of Anniston, Alabama, he’s busily 
writing the sequel, Kings of Babylon, which covers 
the years of Friedman’s famous Ilsa, She- Wolf of the 
S.S. series, starring Dyanne Thorne as everyone’s 
favorite sadistic Nazi. The book should be out later 
this year. Meanwhile, Dave recently appeared at the 
Ritz Theatre on Hollywood Boulevard for a week- 
long retrospective of his films, and one of his most 
notorious works, the sex-drenched jungle comedy 
Trader Hornee, is being adapted into a comic book. 
Rumor has it that Dave will also play a movie 






Elisabeth Monica speaks a language the natives under- 
stand, in Dave Friedman’s jungle classic Trader Hornee. 


producer in an upcoming film, just in time for his 
70th birthday. 
4 

Our latest local-press discovery is the feisty, 
eccentric weekly The Mangrove, stirring up trouble 
in the Florida Keys with an anti-development, pro- 
ecology slant that includes densely detailed articles 
on exactly how lobsters migrate, and why the “sport 
diving season” is wiping them out, to plugs for the 
Fully Informed Jury Amendment, which is the grow- 


ing movement to force judges to inform juries that 
they have the legal right to ignore the law if they 
want to and decide a case based on their own per- 
sonal feelings. The 16-pager has a nice sense of 
humor, and has recently suffered the honor of being 
sued for libel by the vice chairman of the Monroe 
County Tourist Development Council. To get in on 
the mischief, send $6 for 12 issues to: The Mangrove, 
P.O. Box 305, Summerland Key, FL 33042. 
€ 

Fast emerging as the nation’s ultimate guide to 
bad taste is Brutarian, the disgusting quarterly 
review/interview/comics magazine that improves 
with each issue. Editor Dominik Salemi has com- 
bined the best of everything we love—grotesque 
horror, sleaze movies, porno cartoons, gross-out fic- 
tion (including the notorious stories of convicted 
serial killer G.J. Schaefer), hardcore music re- 
views, and various reports from the sexual frontier. 
It’s an amazing bargain at $12 a year (for four 80- 
page issues), payable to: Dominik Salemi, P.O. Box 
25222, Arlington, VA 22202-9998. 


Psychiatrists call home from the Vatican to report .. . 


Honey, I Shrunk the Pope 


ast week this group of psychiatrists went to the 
Vatican to meet with the Pope to decide whether 
God believes in shrinks. 
Wouldn’t you like to be there, just to hear the 
conversation? 
“Good morning, Your Holiness, we’d like tothank 





you for letting us share this space with you today,. 
and possibly empathize with our feelings.” 

“Bless you, my sons.” 

“Well, that’s one thing we wanted to talk about. 
We don’t really need ‘blessing.’ That would mean 
were not really taking control of our own life, wouldn’t 
it?” 


“T will leave you then in the arms of God.” 

“Yes. Well. If it’s just the same to you, Your 
Popishness, Sir, we’d rather not shift the responsi- 
bility for our actions away from ourselves. ‘Arms of 
God’ implies a need for mothering, and, well, frankly, 
you don’t wanna get us started on that subject. So 
the less we talk about the G-word the better.” 


“What can I do for you, mys... brothers?” 

“We're starting to feel sibling rivalry when you 
turn us into brother surrogates like that.” 

“What the hell do you yahoos want?” 

“That’s much better, John Paul. May we call you 
John Paul? You’re obviously getting in touch with 
your feelings of anger and frustration now. 
Your communication is becoming more hon- 
est.” 

“What is the purpose of your visit?” 

“Much better, much better. All right. 
Our purpose is to find out why the church 
has historically had a distrust of psychia- 
try. We don’t think that’s healthy.” 

“Maybe it’s because we’ve been counsel- 
ing people for 2,000 years, and you’ve been 
doing it for less than a hundred.” 

“Tm afraid you re being defensive. You’re 
putting up a wall between us, instead of 
communicating. Why are you turning 
away? What are you doing?” 

“Praying.” 

“Very interesting. You might be sur- 
prised to know that we’re in favor of prayer. 
What are you praying for?” 

“That you will grow in wisdom.” 

“You're praying for me? Well, that’s 
very nice, but, you see, we don’t really 
believe that you can do anything about me. 
Only me can do something about me.” 

“If only me can do something about me, 
what do you need the approval of the church 
for?” 

“That’s a very good question, because 
normally we would believe that we 
shouldn’t seek outside validation. All vali- 
dation should come from within. However, 
there are certain mentally ill individuals 
who are confused by the fact that the church 
doesn’t seem to be very supportive when it comes to 
working with their psychiatrists. But all we’re try- 
ing to do is help people understand why they hate 
their mothers and their fathers and are driven by 
their neuroses and obsessions throughout their en- 
tire lives, and the only way to get better is through 
constant psychotherapy sessions with people like 
us.” 

“That sounds ridiculous.” 

“That’s certainly a valid opinion.” 

“What could you possibly tell me about my 
mother?” 

“Do you dream about her?” 

“Of course.” 
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“That’s very interesting for a man in your posi- 
tion. Do you wanna go with that?” 

“Could I lie down first?” 

“Certainly. Will we be talking about your first 
natural mother in Poland, or this so-called ‘Mary’?” 

“That’s my problem, doctor. They’re both so real 
to me.” 

“Your Holiness, before we get started .. .” 

“Yes?” 

“Does your insurance cover this?” 


Republican Alert! 


The Westbury Drive-In on Brush Hollow 
Road in Westbury, New York, last remaining 
drive-in on Long Island, is being targeted by 
developers, who want to rip it down and put up 
a fourteen-screen “multiplex cinema” anda BJ’s 

Wholesale Club. The Westbury has three screens 
and is located on twenty-four tree-lined acres. 
Once again, look at your ratios here: it takes 
fourteen screens to replace three outdoor 
screens. Lisa Valentine of New York reminds us 
that, without eternal vigilance, it can happen 
here. 





Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

February 6: Do or Die: Yet another in the notorious Andy 
Sidaris series of bazookas-and-bazoomas movies, with Andy 
Sidaris himself as Joe Bob’s special guest. Do or Die stars 
undercover federal agents (and ex-Playboy Playmates) Dona 
Speir and Roberta Vasquez. This time they’re on the run from 
international crime boss Pat Morita, who hangs around his 
penthouse apartment getting nude body rubs from (yet another 
ex-Playmate) Carolyn Liu. Full of exploding stuff and ripping 
bodices. Four stars. (Second feature: Party Incorporated:Marilyn 
Chambers in one of her forays into R-rated comedy, singing not 
one but two torch songs and co-starring with a guy in a chicken 
suit, three male strippers, a striptease artist, and a knockout in 
a zebra-print bikini named Christina Veronica. Made by porno 
king Chuck Vincent. One star.) 

February 13: Two Evil Eyes: Two Edgar Allan Poe movies 
in one, directed by good friends and fellow horror legends George 
Romero and Dario Argento. Romero’s offbeat zombie story, 
The Facts in the Case of Mr. Valdemar, stars Adrienne Barbeau 
as an ex-stewardess who married an old man for his money and 
is now scheming with her M.D. lover, Ramy Zada, to have the 
dying old coot sign everything over to her while he’s in a hypnotic 
state. Argento’s version of The Black Cat stars Harvey Keitel as 
an abusive alcoholic crime photographer who can’t stand girl- 
friend Madeleine Potter's pet cat, a feeling that grows so strong 
he ends up taking photos of the cat’s strangulation death. Also 
starring John Amos, Sally Kirkland, Kim Hunter, Martin 
Balsam. Four stars. (Second feature: Act of Piracy: Action 
picture starring Gary Busey as a man who must join with his ex- 
wife Belinda Bauer to rescue their children from a gang of 
international terrorists led by Ray Sharkey. Three stars.) 

February 20: Freddy’s Dead: The Final Nightmare: New 
Line Cinema spoke a little too soon when they named this one. 
After one year ofno Freddy income, they resurrected him for part 
7. This is still the best Freddy Krueger movie since the original 
Nightmare on Elm Street, starring Lisa Zane as the social 























Drive-In Theater 





Sailor (Clay Geerdes): Join Geerdes in a pleas- 
ant, twenty-page stream-of-consciousness jour- 
ney down Memory Lane as he regales you with 
gritty anecdotes from his stint with the U.S. Navy. 
Bring along a compass, though, because his narra- 
tive tends to wander off in strange directions and 
you might get lost. Two and a half stars. ($3.50, 


Clay Geerdes, P.O. Box 7094, Berkeley, CA 94707.) 


Be Your Own Dick (John Q. Newman): This 
is not a guide for lonely women (shame on you!) but 
rather a handbook for would-be private investiga- 
tors. Instead of skulking about in the shadows in 
a crumpled Columbo coat, you'll learn how to 
access the information you need cheaply from 
databases and other handy sources. Four stars for 
the title. Two and a half stars for the rest. ($12, 
Loompanics Unlimited, P.O. Box 1197, Port 
Townsend, WA 98368. ) 
































Joe Bob welcomes Andy Sidaris, Film Legend. 


worker at a children’s shelter who finds out Freddy was her 
father (allowing Robert Englund to portray Freddy out of 
makeup as well as in), with Yaphet Kotto as a psychiatrist who’s 
an expert in dream studies, Shon Greenblatt as the last 
surviving teenager in Springwood, Ohio, and Lezlie Deane as 
a hot-blooded girl who knows her martial arts. This special- 
effects jamboree was directed by Rachel Talalay. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Terror at the Opera: Italian director Dario 
Argento’s horror masterpiece about a maniac obsessed with an 
operatic soprano played by Cristina Marsillach. Much of the 
story is told through the eyes of the killer, who likes to tie up the 
diva, bind her hands, and tape a row of straight pins under her 
eyes so that she’s forced to see him torture, murder and mutilate 
the people in her life. This is one of Argento’s most stylish films, 
full of horror based around the eyes and the animal world, 
especially ravens. Starring Ian Charleson, Urbano Barberini, 
Daria Nicolodo, Coralina Cataldi Tassoni, Antonella Vitale. 
Four stars.) 
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Dearest Joe Bob: 
I want to marry you and have your children. I 
probably have many requirements you would desire 
in a woman: 1) I have less hair on my face than most 
men, 2) I have almost all of my teeth, 3) I like to 
pound down brewskies while watching Wheel of 
Fortune in my double wide—nekkid, and 4) Jimmy 
Swaggart is my ex-husband and my blood uncle. 
I know we are soulmates. 
Love, 
Suzi Marsh 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Suzi: 
Send verification of your league bowling aver- 
age. If it’s high enough, we could be married and 
divorced inside of three months. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I’m a student at a liberal arts college in the 
Northwest and up until now, I just thought all your 
letters were faked—that no one could exist who was 
as close-minded, as vindictive, as impossible to talk 
with and as pre-judgmental as some of the folks who 
wrote in. But recently I had an experience that 
snapped my head around. I ran across a book de- 
scribing how to neuter language! In alphabetical 
order, the book examined every word that contained 
the letters M, A, N in that order, described how the 
word was sexist and how to change it to a neuter 
term. Usually the neuter term had twice as many 
syllables, which is especially bad for lazy people like 
me. Now I can understand the rationale behind 
changing mailman to letter carrier, except that it has 
too many syllables! I have switched to saying “mail 
thing.” But the real brain-popper was this: the book 
had a listing for mandarin and stated that no change 
was necessary. The book had a listing for mandolin, 
again, stating that no change was necessary. So, 
what this really was was not ferreting out of terms 
and ideas that were sexist, but a checking out of 
words with “man” in them, regardless of context. A 
brain is a terrible thing to waste. 

I noticed there wasn’t a listing for herpes. 

Edward Martin III 
Olympia, Wash. 
Dear Ed: 

I agree that we should change the sexist termt- 
nology in the language. I’ve started calling my Mom 
a “motperson.” 


Dear Joe Bob, 
The most often shown movie on television must 
be The Beastmaster, a 1982 drive-in type flick in the 


. 
Joe Bob’s Advice — _ 
tothe Hopeless 









Marc and Tanya share that loincloth thang. 


Conan the Barbarian genre starring Tanya Roberts, 
Marc Singer, John Good Times Amos and Rip Torn. 

It must be Ted Turner’s favorite movie of all 
time, because it is shown on TBS and TNT about 
eight times a year, plus it turns up on WGN and local 
stations a couple more times each year. 

Ihave seen The Beastmaster several times on TV 
and I can’t understand its appeal. The acting is 
terrible, the dialogue is ridiculous, the plot is as 
predictable as it is lame, and John Amos wears a 
loincloth. The only thing I can figure is that there 
must have been a lot of scenes of Tanya Roberts’ bare 
chest in the original before it was edited for TV. Am 
I right? 

Sincerely, 
Tony Martin 
Fort Worth, Tex. 
Dear Tony: 
The original version of The Beastmaster had one 


excellent scene displaying Tanya Roberts’ two enor- 
mous talents, and it also had more barbarian vio- 
lence than the TV version. The best actors in the 
movie, though, are the little ferrets that live in Marc 
Singer’s breast-plate. 

People love the ferrets, Tony. What can I say? 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Ever since the many scandals that have been 
surfacing in the entertainment business, I’ve been 
worried. You know what scandals I mean—the ones 
around such people as Milli Vanilli, Julia Roberts 
and the New Kids on the Block. All of them centered 
on the fact that theyre phonies. 

Because of this, something about you worries 
me. You're a great writer, but the guy who talks on 
your Movie Channel show doesn’t look like he’s 
capable of writing a shopping list. So fess up, Joe 
Bob. Is the guy on your show really you, or is he just 
a Hollywood pretty boy, while the real you is an 80- 
year-old man in an iron lung? The world has a right 
to know, Joe Bob. 

Will still be your fan, 
Lyle MacDougall 
Buffalo 
Dear Lyle: 
I guess the breast implants were a bad idea, huh? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Youre gonna love this. You know how in the 
Nuevo York play, Six Degrees of Separation, how 
everybody in the world is separated from everybody 
else, including Sidney Poitier, by no more than six 
other people? 

Well, a friend of mine has been keeping my 
cultural needs satisfied by sending me your columns 
while I’ve been here in England for a few months. 
The last batch included your column on Potomac 
Somnorifics, or something like that, and said that 
the British do it better than we in ’Murica by stand- 
ing up, saying what they mean, and sitting down (in 
Parliament). 

Well, my British girlfriend’s friend, who is from 
Mississippi, mind you, is married to an Em Pee and 
Cabinet Minister. We sent your column to her, she 
gave it to him, he gave it to his secretary, and she’s 
circulating it to selected members of The Ruling 
Class, including the cabinet. So, I want you to know, 
that there are no more than six degrees of separation 
between you and John Major, Maggie Thatcher, and 
all the other Right Honorable Gentlemen and La- 
dies! You are gettin to be as famous as Kid Shilleen, 
or however you spell it. 

God save the drive-in! 

Michael Massey 
Sunderland, England 
Dear Mike: 

If you circulate this letter to John Major, give 

him this message: 


Cultural Jet Lag by jim Siergey & Tom Roberts 
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There are a few things Americans still do better 
than the English. For example, we stopped using 
Brylcreem in 1968. 









Dear Joe Bob, 

I know columnists get hard up for subjects at 
times, and nothing is easier than expounding on the 
latest current events, especially if they're something 
tasty like the Clarence Thomas hearings, but I was 
really disappointed in a couple of your recent col- 
umns (really). 

It’s tough enough defending my native state out 
here without someone like you taking the good ol’ 
boys’ side in a sexual harassment case. You’re sup- 
posed to be a caricature of the guys I went to high 
school with in a little town outside of Dallas, right? 
Then how come the Anita Hill columns came off 
sounding awfully like your real opinion? If I’m being 
dense and the whole thing was tongue-in-cheek, a 
big Never Mind. If you really think Anita Hill was a 
coward, I say get a grip on the real world of human 
foibles. 

Men joke about wanting to be sexually harassed 
because 99 per cent of them never have been. When’s 
the last time you shrank from walking down the 
street because a gaggle of construction jerks made 
leering remarks? Or worried about walking to your 
car at night or noises in your apartment? You don’t 
worry about those things for the same reason you’ve 
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probably never had to face what you considered to be 
serious on-the-job harassment: Women generally 
don’t have the physical strength or inclination to 
pick on men. And if they did, few men would feel 
truly endangered because the fact is most of them 
are still strong enough to defend themselves. 

To read your column I’d have to surmise you've 
never been timid in your life, always stood up for 
truth and justice no matter what the personal cost to 
you, never backed down from a bully. That’s quite 
impressive. You're also assuming that any red- 
blooded male would jump at the chance of dating his 
female boss as long as she was good looking and 
flossed regularly. Even if this were true, how do you 
think you’d handle a boss who looked like Divine and 
wanted a date, the refusal of which might put a 
significant dent in your career? 

I guess what I’m trying to say is, walk a mile in 
someone else’s heels before doing a hatchet job, even 
in jest, on the Anita Hills of the world. And to think 
I read an interview with you in Texas Monthly and 
thought you sounded pretty neat. 

Yours truly, 

Carla Mathews 

Livermore, Calif. 
Dear Carla: 

Everybody gets timid, scared, feels like a jerk, 
including me. Maybe especially me. The only test of 
courage is do you go ahead and speak up anyway 
when you feel like a timid scared powerless jerk? 

Anybody can speak up when they feel strong. 

It’s only in the last twenty years that people have 
started thinking you should do anything to avoid 
getting fired. 

I was just saying that no job is worth that. If you 
wait ten years, after you’re safely out of that job and 
don’t have anything to lose, then youve kind of done 
it the cowardly way, wouldn't you agree? 


Joe Bob, 

This is Caveman Country and wouldn't it be 
great if there was a Cave In Drive-In? 

We have a Redwood Drive-In that thrives in the 
summertime but never plays any of the movies you 
and I love. So I don’t feel guilty about sneaking kids 
in in the trunk of my dad’s Mercury Marquis. 

At least there’s two chainsaws in every garage 
here, though. 

I’d love to discuss the meaning of life with you 
and have even thought a little of bearing your love 
child. But you’ve probably guessed my nose is too big 
for my skull and that my breasts are barely 32 B’s. 

XXXXXXX 

Your fervent servant, 

Mo’ McCoy 

Grants Pass, Ore. 
Dear Mo: 

About that love child: It’s not the size of achainsaw 
that counts, but what you can do with it. 
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This Week's Contest 


Steve Giles of Utica, Michigan: “I’m a big hor- 
ror fan. I’ve been looking for a movie for three years 
now. I don’t know the title of the movie, but the movie 
goes like this. It starts out when a school bus of a lot 
of little brats gets driven into a black toxic cloud and 
all the children become evil. Their fingernails turn 
black and they get special powers and start killing 
their families by hanging and burning to death until 
there is this one family left with a child not affected 
by the cloud. Later all the grown-ups are killed 
except for two of them, a mom and a dad. The dad 
kills some kids by chopping them up—their arms, 
legs, and their heads. Could you tell me the title of 
the movie?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the November 2 issue, Pam DeBord of 
Manitou Springs, Colorado wrote: “I am writing you 
as a plea to solve a mystery that has been haunting 
me for two-thirds of my life. As a young buckette, 
once, while babysitting, I saw a black-and-white 
movie that I would love to learn the name of, and 
obviously see again. The main things [remember are 
an old lady getting murdered with her knitting 
needles through the neck, and someone building an 
ark.” 

We had eight correct answers, So our winner was 
chosen by drawing, and he is S.W. Cooper of 
Fayetteville, Arkansas, who wrote: “The answer is 
The Old Dark House (1963), a remake of a 1932 film 
that starred Boris Karloff whichis seen rarely on TV. 
The 1963 Old Dark House starred Tom Poston and 
was directed by William Castle.” 

Additional information came from our runners- 
up. 

Tim Murphy of El] Monte, California: “Pam’s 
flick is the William Castle/Hammer Films version of 
The Old Dark House. The film is in color, but 
released theatrically in the U.S. in black and white. 
Cinemax and PBS have both broadcast the film in 
color. The title sequence is drawn by the late Charles 
Addams! Date is 1963.” 

Eric L. Hoffman of Van Nuys, California: “Tom 
Poston starred as the bewildered American caught 
up in the doings of the weird Femm clan, who are 
being done in one by one in a series of macabre 
murders. British comedy great Joyce Grenfell was 
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the one who was murdered with the knitting needles 
in the neck. Her character’s passion was knitting— 
nothing in particular, just knitting. Mervyn Johns, 
who was one of the stars of the classic Dead of Night, 
played Uncle Potiphar Femm, the member of the 
family who believes the Great Flood is coming once 
more and has built an ark just for the occasion and 
intends to have Poston and Vampira/Elvira-ish 
Fenella Fielding (who has to have one of the sexiest 
voices ever to caress a male’s ears) represent the 
human race.” 

Loran Gulyas of Cleveland Heights, Ohio: “This 
was a great oddball movie I saw during our noon 
movies at Davey Junior High School in Kent, Ohio, 
when I was in the eighth grade in 1965. There’s a 
great scene in the movie where the man who’s the 
guest there accidentally burns off half of his tie in a 
bathroom washbow/l full of acid as he’s about to wash 
his face. There’s a nice twist as to which girl he gets 
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Short-sleeved, alias en ae | 
“The drive-in Will never die” $14.95 
sales tax if you Hye? 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and we'll send youa personally autographed 1993 


binder for $10. Offer expires March 31, 1993. 
| C) Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and 1993 
| binder—$80 i in foreign countries. 


| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 





Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
$9.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 


in the end as well. The movie is rare, but I’ve seen it 
one or two times since.” 

E. Omar Velasco of San Antonio, Texas: “It was 
the remake to the 1932 classic film that starred Boris 
Karloff and Charles Laughton and was directed by 
James Whale. In the remake, Tom Poston meets a 
family of oddballs in a large British house when his 
car gets stuck during a rain storm. Everyone in this 
house thinks Tom is a distant relative because of his 
resemblance to the portrait of the founder of the 
household, which are not unlike the Addams Fam- 
ily. He also becomes the likely suspect when people 
keep getting killed in weird but funny ways.” 

Ray Garton of Redding, California: “Both mov- 
ies, the 1932 and the 1963 versions, are based on J.B. 
Priestley’s humorous horror novel, Benighted.” 

Also answering correctly were Richard Lino- 
leum of Park Forest, Illinois, and Ron Miller of 
Dallas. 


A GUIDE TO 
ESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 





$2.00 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


1993 Binders Are Here! _ 
They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo - 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14. 95 aia or 
$24.95 for two. ; i. 


$4 per single backissue. 
a" issue of We Are the Weird ¢ ever + published plas binders: 


Complete list of isch issues available leupon request Pleas note 
_that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, butallare 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold ¢ out es a wl 
wee with xerox ops ee : 





Buy a ae Get ae 93 Binder for ~ $10! 


Name 
Address 
City 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa 
Signature 


~ eee At 





__Exp.Date: 


| 
aeane all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
Back Issues Galore! _ | =f 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, news- 





letter, etc. For price list send SASE to 4520 
Van Nuys Blvd. #538, Sherman Oaks, CA 
91403. 


Books 


Hot off the press! The Bare Facts Video 
Guide—Third Edition. This 620 page book 
locates which video tapes contain nude 
scenes of your favorite actor or actress. 
Only $11.95 (plus $2 S&H). The Bare Facts, 
Dept. W, P.O. Box 3255, Santa Clara, CA 
95055-3255. (408) 249-2021. 


Fanzines 


It’s—The Monty Python fanzine! News, re- 
views, interviews. #13 out in January with 
“Pole to Pole,” Douglas Adams. Send $3 to 
P.O. Box 365, University Station, Syracuse, 
NY 13210. 


Video Trades 


Novice collector, interested in Fleischer 
Bros. and Teenage Dope Fiends. Bucky Sin- 
ister, P.O. Box 170664, San Francisco, Ca 
94117 


Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 

The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 

will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| 
| 
| 
| Ad Copy 
| 
| 


| Section 
Name 
MasterCard/Visa # 


| 
Be ae ee ae ee ee ee 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors 
If you collect and want 


to trade videos, Joe Bob 
will give you a free ad (up 


to twenty words—60 cents 
each additional word). No 
businesses. No dealers. 
Just send information to 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
15221. 





$10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 


Day phone 
Exp. Date 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Video Sales 


European, Asian horror/exploitation our 
specialty! Good titles, all legal, factory- 
boxed, and all discounted. 10,000 videos in 
stock. Catalog $3. Video Mania, 2520 N. 
Lincoln Ave., Chicago, IL 60614. 

The Video Guide to Creative Revenge shows 
over 50 hilarious non-violent ways to get 
even with rude neighbors, cheating lovers, 
tyrannical bosses and other bullies. Free 
information: 1-800-544-7482 (WAW). 

Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 10 Bur- 
gundy A, Delray Beach, FL 33484. 


Scream Queen Hot Tub Party—Special lim- 
ited edition video! Includes free color glossy 
photo of the girls without their towels! Only 
$29.95 plus $3.50 S&H. VHS only. Ameri- 
can-Independent Productions, P.O. Box 
1901, Hollywood, CA 90078. 
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